CHAPTER XVII

THE  CHARM

WHAT could be done ? This was the ques-
tion Mariota asked herself incessantly. Passive
endurance, she felt, would be the road to
madness.

Several times the impulse came over her to
tell Ludovick the entire truth; to throw her-
self upon his mercy; to beg him to restrain Ms
passionate caresses.

But then she reminded herself that in the eyes
of the world and of the law and of the Church,
she was as absolutely his possession as if he had
bought her and paid for her in the market.
How should she tell him the only hope she
might feel affection for him would be if he
could forego those rights which had become a
torment to her.

Sometimes she felt an almost ferocious
detestation and disdain of the perpetual subter-
fuges she was constrained to practise.

She did not grow accustomed to her posi-
tion ; nor did the image of the absent become
blurred.

Had she herself chosen Ludovick she would
readily have admitted that there might be some